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And share the godhead."
So his love
Pled he with tones in love well-skilled Which on her bosom beat and thrilled, And pierced.    No word nor look she had To voice her heart, or sad or glad. Rapt stood she, wooed by eager word And by her need, whose cry she heard Above his crying ; but she guessed She was desired, beset, possessed Already, handfasted to sight, And yielding so, her heart she plight.
Thus was her mating : of the eyes And ears, and her love half surmise, Detected by her burning face Which saw, not felt, his fierce embrace. For on her own she knew no hand When caging it he seemed to stand, And round her waist felt not the warm Sheltered peace of the belting arm She saw him clasp withal.    When rained His words upon her, or eyes strained As though her inmost shrine to pierce Where hid her heart of hearts, her ears Conceived, although her body sweet Might never feel a young life beat And leap within it.    Ah, what cry That mistress e'er heard poet sigh Could voice thy beauty ?    Or what chant Of music be thy ministrant ?
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